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Hated by a tendency partly mystical (or at least anti-intellectual and opposed to 
the exclusive dominance of science), and partly pragmatic. This is, of course, 
a condition common to most western nations to-day. One can approach the 
study of it through the study of Bergson or Maeterlinck (the mystical approach), 
or through the study of William James (the practical approach). If one is 
familiar with this general movement, all that he needs to do, in order to obtain 
a broad understanding of the French literary outlook, is to reckon with the 
French tendency to cutiism. 

Obviously, the Bergsonist or Pragmatic point of view does not mean attach- 
ment to a rigid philosophic system, but rather release of temperament — tem- 
perament backed by skepticism, fortified by faith. Thus there arises the 
greatest facility in the expression of individual beliefs and in the formation of 
cults — a process as characteristic of French literature as of French politics. 
Radical empiricism, in Clemenceau, may work into a bitter cynicism; skepti- 
cism in Anatole France may be easily united with a refined and restrained 
Hellenism; creative evolution may without a pang give birth to the tradition- 
alism of Barres or to the Unanimisme of Jules Romains. 

Perhaps modern thought — and modern French thought, in particular-^-is 
right in its mistrust of reason as man's chief organ of adaptation to the Uni- 
verse. It cannot be denied, however, that reliance upon intuition gives rise to 
some strange and dreamlike vagaries. On the whole, one prefers the French 
vagaries. To the Anglo-Saxon mind, the French, if they seem less mature than 
we are in their abounding faith in a point of view, seem to manifest a maturity 
greater than ours in the subtle logic, in the unblinking knowledge of life, with 
which they draw out its particular implications. 



Romain Rolland. By Stefan Zweig. Translated from the original manu- 
script by Eden and Cedar Paul. New York: Thomas Seltzer. 

Any reasonably adequate book about Romain Rolland could hardly fail to 
be interesting, and the point of view of a fervent apostle is not, of course, to 
be excluded. It cannot be said, however, that the recent volume by Stefan 
Zweig is of much value either as criticism or as literary biography. It does 
succeed in adumbrating the fact that Rolland is a great human being, a 
man whose soul is more capacious than the souls of most of us. Rolland, says 
the author, with quite pardonable exaggeration, is "the voice of Europe in the 
season of its most poignant agony. He has become the conscience of the 
world." Of course, rhetorical phrases like this are susceptible of so many 
meanings thajt it would be unfair to submit them to definite criticism; but one 
may suggest that if any one may claim to have been (or to have expressed) "the 
conscience of the world," that man is Cardinal Mercier rather than the 
romantic Rolland. 

Further, the author brings out the resemblance to Tolstoi and the direct 
influence of the latter upon Rolland. It is just to say that both these men 
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were geniuses of the late moral and literary type and that both came some- 
what before their time, and were misunderstood by their contemporaries. It 
is no more than just, moreover, on the part of Stefan Zweig, to write: 
"Unthinkable would be a Holland who did not draw fresh faith from all 
experience, however painful; unthinkable one who failed in his own suffering 
to be mindful of the sufferings of others." Breadth of intellect, breadth and 
depth of feeling to match the intellectual capacity, ruthlessness toward these 
too-human susceptibilities and propensities which one shares with others, pro- 
found sadness linked with lofty hope — these traits seem characteristic of that 
type of "world-genius" which Tolstoi possessed and which Ibsen and Nietzsche 
may claim to share. The truth is that we scarcely know how to estimate these 
men; the phenomenon is too recent. 

In the book under consideration, there is no attempt at estimate. The dis- 
course is simply eulogy cast in an epic form. Mr. Zweig is content to look 
upon Holland as a force of nature, and to describe his victory and his influence 
as inevitable and foreordained. In his enthusiasm, the author writes with a 
vagueness and with a philosophical naivetS that remind one of an old-time 
romanticist rather than an apostle of the Bergsonism, or the newer mysticism, 
with which Romain Rolland's ideas may be more or less affiliated. The saying 
that "Art has many forms, but the highest form is always that which is most 
intimately akin to nature in its laws and its manifestations," is a sweeping gen- 
eralization, born of a priori reasoning, and reminiscent of the time when Taine 
was dictator. 

One cannot help feeling that a propagandist motive has a good deal to do 
with the spirit of this book. Rolland was misunderstood and bitterly attacked ; 
he therefore needs an eloquent defender. In America, however, where Rolland 
is regarded rather as a novelist than as a pacifist, we should be grateful for less 
apology and more criticism. 



The Pleasures of Ignorance. By Robert Lynd. New York: Charles 
Scribner's Sons. 

Mr. Lynd's essays are entitled to be called by the old term, jeus d' 'esprit, and 
they are among the few truly playful writings of the day. Despite a certain 
obviousness in the choice of themes — a trait that is inherent in the playful 
mood — they are thoroughly captivating. And this is a rare quality. Many 
there are who write in the manner of the light essayist, but practically none of 
them are light essayists. Mr. Chesterton seizes us by the ear and roars terribly 
amusing phrases at us. Professor Leacock, before he eschewed humor, could 
not resist the temptation to be funny, and thus seldom succeeded in being 
politely amusing, as the light essay demands. Mr. Crothers has a lively yet 
solemn manner and a commendable unction, but his essays are meditative 
rather than conversational. Mr. Lynd has really attained success in a some- 
what difficult literary form. 



